Well Spent 


Cassie Parker 


The Salesman 
told by Art Blue 


~ Nine Toes 
counted by Cat Boccaccio 


f 
read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Space Party lliana Cerise and Kitty combine to put on one 
of the best parties the grid has seen this year. Out of this world! 
We hope they return to Earth soon and have another. 


e The Salesman Art Blue explores even more out of the way 
corners of the Universe and, as only he could do, bumps into 
Monty Python. Good thing the spaceship Nauvoo is ready. 


© Itlsn’t Sex Consuela Hypatia Caldwell draws a meaningful 
distinction between sex and intimacy in this powerful love poem. 


e Nine Toes Here's another hilarious piece of micro fiction by 
one of the best in the genre, Cat Boccaccio. 


e Well Spent Cassie Parker takes us behind the scenes of a 
recent groundbreaking production of Bitch Slap at TerpsiCorps. 


e Strapped If you've never slung an ax around your neck, 
plugged in, and cranked it to 11, Rusty takes you there! 


e Fierce Blessings Adrian Blair returns to our pages with 
another quixotic poem about yearnings and discoveries. 


About the Cover: It’s not often 
you find the elusive Nubians embracing, 
not that they aren't a loving species. Jami 


hy Jami Mills 


Mills got this lucky shot at the space party 
featured in this month's issue. Almost as 
cute as baby goats, these two just took a 


told by Art Blue 


break from the excitement to have a hug. 
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: ; Molly Bloom Q2OU7 
Each month this year The ¢ Queen sa Nok Aaa 
we are including one of 


the months from Molly 
Bloom’s 2017 calendar, 
which was produced by 
Axt Blue, with the help 
of Jami Mills. Art has 
sent copies of this 
wondertul example of 
immersive art to many 


well-respected museums _ 
1 21 — . art direction/ photography: Jami mills 
around the world in his production: art blue ‘[-@-Z: 


single-handed effort to 
presetve the finest examples of early immersive 
att, before they are lost forever. 

“One of the most endearing things about Molly’s 
wotk ts her ability to reach her audience in a 
variety of ways, on a number of levels. In “The 
Rescue,” she touches our heartstrings with a 


tender image of kindness and salvation.” 


Jami Mills 
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pace Party by 


Jami Mills 


very so often, a random thought 
comes out of nowhere, spins 
around like a gyroscope, and ends 


up giving rise to something 
extraordinary - - something totally 
unexpected - - something far more 


exciting than one would ever have 
thought. This recently happened when 


geEWARI 
THE 


know....Let’s have a space party.” 
And so it began. 


Getting into a routine (the nice word 
for rut) is almost unavoidable inworld, 
so when something spontaneous comes 
together, it’s particularly exciting, 
especially when it’s infused with the 


") NVASTON 


Iliana Cerise and Kitty (aka Vinje 
Resident) bounced ideas off each other 
in a kind of ‘““What do you want to 
do?” “I don’t know. What do you 
want to do?”’ moment. “T 


Rotation Period! 
269 million years 
LKY WAY 


R OF STARS! 327 BILLION 


Diameter! 
1.71 kly 


kind of energy Iliana and Kitty bring to 
their ventures. Iliana is a fantastic DJ, 
and Kitty is a talented designer, so you 
can be sure that when they collaborate, 
it is a feast for the senses. And when 


Temperature: 
76 K 


their circle of friends gets involved too 
with their wit and style, well - - it ends 
up being just about a perfect evening. 


In the pages that follow, you’ll see just 
what an unscripted, seat- of-the-pants, 
minimally planned eruption’ of 
A “photo-rich 
to be sure, and DJ 
scintillating mix of 


creativity looks like. 
environment” 
Iliana’s 
otherworldly classics and techno fit 
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(performed by artists as diverse as 
Stereolab, Lucia Pamela and They 
Might Be Giants) perfectly with the 
mood of the night: SPACE. 


There’s something about aliens 
gyrating to a techno groove that never 
fails to bring a smile to my face, and 
from the look of it, everyone else was 
having an inter-galactic good time too. 
Iliana must have had a sense of what 


= 


was to come because she asked 


me a week earlier if ’'d be t@ 
willing to photograph the event ” 


for posterity. “I think it might 
be really interesting,” she said, 
which turned out to be quite 
the understatement. “Sure, I’d 
be happy to,” I assured her, 
and didn’t really give it a lot 
more thought until the night of 
the event, when I was 
particularly relieved not to 
have forgotten it. 


I plopped myself down in a 
corner of the sim (I was 
wearing Earth clothes, so I 
wanted to be as inconspicuous 
as 


possible), with the 
party well underway 
(the strains of Pink 
Floyd’s Astronomy 
Domine and 
Kraftwerk’s Spacelab 
filling the air), and 
after soaking in the 
ethereal ambiance, 
took shots as fast as I 
could, just in case 
some catastrophe 
occurred (I’m 
superstitious that way). 
Luckily, the evening 
went off without a 
hitch, and the party 
goers were much the 
happier for it! 


So impressed was I with the evening, I 
just about begged Iliana and Kitty to 
sit down with me and fill me in on a 
little background, which they were 
graciously willing to do. The 
following was a_ part of that 
conversation. 


JM: Thank you, Kitty and Iliana, for 
taking time out of your weekend to sit 
for an interview about your recent 
event. Did it have a specific name? 


K: Ummmm, I think it was called 
Space Party...(lol). 


IC: (Laughs) Actually, it was called 
“A Space Odyssey”. 


JM: Which of you got the initial 
brainstorm for it? 


K: Well, it was really both of us at the 
same time. 


IC: I had wanted to do a set of space- 
theme music. 


K: And I had a lot of space crap lying 
around... 


IC: So, we kind of came up with the 
idea simultaneously. 


JM: How much of the build did you 


need to create from scratch and how 
much was a custom creation? 


K: I had a lot of space holograms from 
Isil, and I built the DJ booth myself. 


IC: And I tweaked it for about a week 
before. 


K: And you did such a great job! 


JM: How long did it take you to finish 
the preparations for the evening? 


K: It took about a week or two to put 
everything together. 


IC: And I had put together the music 
set that I modified a little during the 
event on the fly. 


JM: When DJ Graylon Ash recently 
took ill, Iliana, you took over the DJ 
duties “on the fly,” as you say, at my 
Friday Night Live event. The 
spontaneity was really special. When 
something fresh and new, one of a kind, 
comes along, people appreciate the 
improvisational aspects a great deal. 


IC: Yeah, it’s fun when things come 
together spontaneously. 


JM: Were you surprised that it was so 
well attended, and by so many people 
who obviously put a great deal of 
thought and effort into their outfits? 


K: I knew there’d be lot of people 
there. Our circle of friends is such a 
creative group, so I wasn’t surprised 
everyone looked so good. 


JM: You must have had some idea, 
Iliana, because you contacted me to 
ask if I’d photograph the event, which I 
was thrilled to do. It seems you had an 
inkling that it might be epic (and it 
was!). 


K: Yes, it was! 


JM: Each song you played was in the 
theme of the night: Space. Many were 
familiar hits from yesteryear (like 
Major Tom), but some were new pieces 
I’d_ never heard before, with a 


distinctly ethereal feel. I seem to recall 
some techno music that fit very well (or 
did I dream that?). 


IC: No, you’re right. There was some 
techno thrown in, as well as songs like 
the Rolling Stones’ 2000 Light Years 


(ET: EARTH 


From Home and the soundtrack from 
Mission to Mars at Disneyland. 


K: Don’t forget the B52s! 


JM: Your set flowed so amazingly 
well, and contributed immensely to the 


excitement of the evening. Great job. 
IC: Thank you! 


JM: Kitty, what is your background 
here inworld? Are you a builder? 


K: No, 


JM: He 
what th 


K: Oh, 
JM: Ili 
IC: (Re 
JM: Se 


K: We’ 


I’m really more of a designer. 


1ve you considered dreaming up other spontaneous events in the future? If you did, 
emes might you consider? 


yes. I’m thinking of putting together a 1950s strip tease event (winks). 
ana, what do you think about that? 

ylls her eyes). 

riously, people would love it if you’d present more shows like this. 


Il definitely do that and invite you to all the future events. 


l like to encourage you to do so because it was such unexpected fun and excitement! 
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The Salesman 
Art Blue 


was it the hair maker? Fact is, that 

after a reading from the book The 
Gods of Informatics, I was pulled by 
my white hair and thrown into the 
future. You say “Stupid Art, you must 
have forgotten to take out the hair 
script. Don’t you remember that the 
Russians made it?” I nod, as I know 
the first victim was Donald. How could 
I forget the words written by the 
famous historian, Ray Blue, which I 
recited? Best I copy you some lines 
from the chapter, The Hair, so you get 
an impression on first hand ... 


| must have insulted the Gods, or 


“T say, “This avatar made it in the 
elections? I can’t believe that he even 
made it into the finals.” 


She says, “There is more. There is a 
conspiracy theory that the Russians 
made his code.” Now I am all ears. 


“When was this?” But she does not 
need to answer. I see it, so I say, “I see, 
it was in pre-Sansar times.” 


She grins as she says, “It was once on 
SL marketplace, and you know the 
best?” 


I shake my head. “No, what is the 
best?” 


She smiles as only she can smile, a 
Bento X head smiles like an OA, at 
least I see it this way as she says, “I 


have this hair in original cut, just 
downloaded from Art Blue’s old 
inventory.” 


I move my hands forward, not my real 
hands, I have none, but the one I 
command to click into the folder she 
offers to share, “ah — Trump D hair, but 
itis ...” I shall not say this. It is foolish 
to blame her for a hack. ... 


But now to my situation, the situation I 
am in. I found myself rezzed in the 
desert. I met The Sand Man. He tells 
me it is the year 2050, he adds roughly, 
as time in the Libyan Sand Dessert 
runs differently. I look around, Sand, 
Sand, Sand and I say it loud, “SAND, 
SAND, SAND” and he looks at me, his 


0:10 


)) 0:10/2:13 


Spam - Monty Python's The Flying ( 


oIrcus 


Bento Z head moving left and right 
like driven by the wind that blows all 
over. I add “... and beans.” 


If you have been in the reading room 
in Second Life last month, the place I 
read from The Gods of Informatics and 
from SNOW CRASH, you’ would 
understand that I tested The Sand Man. 
Indeed it worked. He said “Monty 
Python, SPAM, SPAM, SPAM” 


https://youtu.be/M_ eYSuPKP3Y and I 


knew the time travel happened for a 
reason when he added, “I search for the 
coordinates to find out where to steer 


the Nauvoo.” https://youtu.be/ 

0 kKMhMHRAQE He paused, as he 
must have recognized that I wondered 
why he was dressed in Blue and not in 
black and white. “I am hired as the 
pilot for this ship. I don’t believe in the 
course they told me; I must find 
proof,” he said. I asked him, after 
hearing and understanding the depth of 
his words, “That’s why you brought 
me to the future? I know about this 
ship. I am also a pilot.” I did not add 
that sometimes I work as a barman, not 
really as one, it is just a saying that the 
barman controls what goes in and out 
like an admin controlling a server. If 
you want a drink ask the barman, if 
you need data ... You understood well. 
And if you need a special drink, you 
know the only person you may ask to 
get what you crave. 


He nodded and opened a page in a 
book, saying “Elementary Signs, your 
creator coded many years ago in 
stone.” I see the picture he is pointing 
at and I increase the size so it turns to a 


big plate we are now standing in front 
of. I said, “Signs, engraved in The 
Great Sand Sea Glass?” He replied, “I 
think so, that’s the only place left on 
earth no one has ever searched before.” 


The title of the book he handed over to 
me was not. clearly — readable, 
something like Not Sane and Sound (or 
was it Not Sand and Sound?). He said, 
“Take a look inside and tell me if this 
book could become a Best Seller?” I 
opened it, the title switching for and 
back caused a strange effect. I started 
my owl, Neruval, you know, the AI. He 
reads a million times faster than I, so I 
got the book into my brain in less than 
a second. Hyperlinguistics came up in 
my mind, color theory, the Grue- 
Theorem, the rebirth of the bunny, The 
Vatican AI, The Pea Brain ... one 
chapter I liked the most, called 
Quantum ad Absurdum. 


I said, “I’m looking for a lightweight 
story for rez Magazine next month. In 
this book you wrote there is too much 
heavy stuff to digest ...” and I added, 
“T just have two days left.” The Sand 
Man said, “If you publish a part, I let 
you travel back.” 


So I am now here, back again, from the 
Libyan Sand Desert where this guy 
might still be searching for the plates 
for the destination to dial in for the 
Nauvoo. He told me this is the last 
piece missing for the world simulator 


at NGA. I played stupid, so my 
knowledge might not be recorded as a 
national threat and said to him “The 
National Gallery of Art?’, knowing the 
motto of the real NGA in Virginia, 
stated by Robert Cardillo, the 6th the 
director of the National Geospatial- 
Intelligence Agency when he 
introduced the term ‘spatio-temporal 
thinking’. His words made the mission 
of the NGA operational: 


“Our goal is to turn chaos into 
coherence, to find the truth in that 
overload of data that analysts have to 
sift through. Our value proposition is 
that we bring this coherence to the 
decision maker. And beyond _ that 
coherence, we need to pursue and 
discover meaning.” 


“To discover meaning” that is the 
connector, I see it clearly. The Sand 
Man and I must be somehow 
connected. Maybe via the Nauvoo or 
via The Hair? The Hair, the story I read 
came with a trumpet, an app shown in 
the reading http://trumpdonald.org and 
the Nauvoo? I got a chance to have a 
short look at the ship in its hangar as I 
traveled to Eros, listening to words 
between Miller, an ex-cop, and The 
Salesman. 


Salesman: You just looked a little 
nervous, thats all. You know, if you 
identify the fear, you can get past it. 
And then you get used to it. I’ve been 


flying once a month for the past year 
and a half. 


Miller: Salesman? 


Salesman: No, I’m, uh. I’m preparing 


myself for the Nauvoo. 
Miller: The Nauvoo... hmmm, 
Mormon? 


Salesman: 
salesman. But dont hold that against 
me. 


Yes. A different kind of 


Miller: Well, there was a time when I 
would ve. 


Salesman: But not anymore? Uh. 
Forgive me for saying so, but I dont 
get the impression you’re a man who’ 
accepted Jesus Christ into his heart. 


Miller: I guess I’m just not that 
desperate. 
Salesman: We all are. If we’re being 


honest with ourselves. 


Miller: Let me ask you something. You 
guys are gonna get on this big ship, 


you're gonna ride out into the great 


beyond for 100 years. What happens 
when you get out there... And theres 
nothing. That big planet you got picked 
out, it aint worth a damn. I mean, 


nobody really knows what’ out there. 
You can t come back. 


Salesman: Well, you’re right about not 
coming back. But if that is the case, 
God has just revealed to us that we 
haven t finished our search yet. 


Miller: Doesnt that scare the shit out 
of you? 


Salesman: Yeah, of course it does. But 
I put myself in the hands of God. True 
faith is a risk. You know, and with great 
risk comes... 


Miller: Yeah, yeah, I know the rest. 
Yeah. Ah, who knows. You guys might 
be getting out at just the right time. 


Dialogue from: The Expanse, A TV- 
series on SyFy (2015) based on a novel 
by James S. A. Corey. 


Sadly, I did not ask for the name of 
The Sand Man, so the author of this 
little story, The Avatar, that follows 
stays unknown. If the data given was 
correct, roughly 2050, as the Sand Man 
mentioned, it might take a while for 
you to get this book from your local 
book shop. You know well as a reader 
of The Gods of Informatics that time 1s 
a fiction; nevertheless rez Magazine 
provides you with a look into the 
future and from there a look back to 
the past. 


AVATAR 


Genesis 1:26: "Let us make man in our 
own image." 


Did He make us because he was 
lonely? His Son and the Holy Spirit 
were there to help him. We also had 
help. In the year 1967, a hypothesis 
was formed that our universe is a 
computer. The inventor of the 
computer, Konrad Zuse, gives us a 
description of this digital view in his 
paper The Calculating Universe 
(Rechnender Raum). In the year 2003, 
computers reached the level to help us 
create an Avatar, a replica of ourselves. 
The first technology level where we 
could explore and create a world of our 
own was based on conventional input 
devices like keyboard, mouse and 
screen. The next level came with head 
mounted displays and gloves. Now the 
sensors are in our clothes and scanners 
embedded everywhere. But we would 
not be the NGA if we have not stepped 
forward, beyond the standard ... 


Gone are the times of the first 
encounters of Second Life, Sansar, 
High Fidelity and Calyptica, even if 
you can still run these packages in old 
code simulators and book history 
classes where you are able to dive into 
the past, to explore where it all began. 
In the GodsFile, Insanlar, you find 
LEVEL X mentioned, the level we 
lately developed at NGA Department 


C. Sadly, LEVEL X is classified, even 
for you at the beach of Onawero. You 
may smell something (I don’t care too 
much for keeping the truth off of you), 
but some aspects I know you are right 
now not ready to take, so let me guide 
you by history to where we are now. 


To have some moments of fun, create, 
if you have never done so before, an 
Avatar in one of the old worlds. You 
can take the opensimulator version so 
you don’t have to pay for anything 


Life, where you have to pay for shoes, 
hair, skin, eyelashes or a nice belt if 
you want to look special, if you like to 
shop. Shopping is indeed for many, I 
shall add for ladies, much fun at all. 
You can buy a dress by Dior for two or 
three dollar. When sitting at the right 
time on a lucky chair you may get it 
even for free. It is a must to see such a 
happy face “live” dancing and chatting 
“T got it, I got it, For Free!” — so don’t 
be shy and join a world. 


| made a profile picture where | sit prominently on 
a big chair and have a leash holder in my hand. 
That's an invite, you understand? 


later. Artworks, gadgets of all kinds, 
furniture and building stuff - - all you 
need is there openly shared, at least in 
the older versions, where no Globit 
payment system runs. It is a give and 
take concept. Choose a grid, like 
Metropolis, OS-grid or Francogrid, 
that is part of the Hypergrid Network. 
Then you can jump from one world to 
the next by an extended teleport 
system. 


Once you could do such jumps also 
from Second Life, the times when IBM 
offered services. It also works if you 
decide to create an Avatar in Second 


You say “I am here for the future, not 
for the past!” I answer that I can show 
you the future best out of the past, as 
then you believe in what I will tell you 
about the future. You’ see the 
competence of the prophet. It is the 
way Jesus did it. I don’t say I am Jesus, 
I am nothing but a barman, remember, 
but I mix the drinks. Simulations of the 
society at the time Jesus lived showed 
that making wine out of water (you 
know it happened at the wedding of 
Cana in Galilee) was possible by an 
artificial taste injector. The size of it 
you ask? Fits in every bag, like a 
lipstick. A few drops in a barrel of 


water and you get the taste of fine - - 
Turian wine. You say, “Jesus stepped 
off and put some drops in the water 
and stirred it?” No need for this. Jesus 
said to his mother, begging him for 
help, “My time has not yet come.” But 
his mother was smart, and she said to 
the servants, “Whatever he tells you, 
do it.” Be as smart and do what I tell 
you. 


You have now an Avatar, the first ever 
in your life? Then congrats! I know I 
will not have to say this too often. 
Most of you might have a bunch of 
them. Time to share some stories. I 
copy them from old files and give them 
a little spice. I changed the names of 
the Ident-Units, who have been called 
at this time players or users. They had 
no brain embedded so “remote 
controlled users” would have been a 
better fit. 


THE ATTACHMENT 


I am John, not some John like they 
come as john123 or John1998; no I am 
just “John,” the original one. I noticed 
many like to claim this unique status, 
so I need to make it clear that I am in 
control of any situation that might 
appear. My display name, therefore, 
shows prominently that I am a Master, 
so “Master John” is the correct way to 
address me. You say I am a poser, as I 
need such a tag to be a man? Come on, 
it is expected. I made a profile picture 


where I sit prominently on a big chair 
and have a leash holder in my hand. 
That’s an invite, you understand? 


Now time for action. Frank’s dancing 
place is a good spot, a dance club busy 
24/7. I TP there. I am wearing a tux 
made by Hoorenbeek, one of the most 
expensive brands. Cost me a fortune, 
five bucks in total, with black shining 
shoes made of organic leather. Now 
checking the profiles ... what profile 1s 
promising? I found one, I send an IM 


Before she has to log for 
friendship and hand 
Sadly, she is not i 


“Hello fine Lady. How are you this 
fine morning — or 1s it late for you? I 
read your lovely profile. Would you 
like to dance?” 


You see? Yeah, you can learn from me, 
that an opener with class. Like in chess 
as Kasparov or Fischer did in the good 
old times. Short and has it all. You 
don’t grab it? I tell you. I wrote “fine 
Lady” not “hi girl’ — I asked hidden of 
her time zone, as it makes no business 
if she is in Down Under and I am in Up 
down Houston. I showed attention. 
“Hey I can read! And yes I took some 
time for you ...” And it all worked. 


Class came to class. She is able to 
write full sentences. I have to admit 
some better than mine will ever be. 
She tells me she is a linguist. I 
analyzed her style. No fake, says the 
machine, means the text does not 
match any poetry in Google, where I 
put the lines in. I say that I’d like to 
read some of her novels. She says, 
“But that is real life.” Why, by the prim 
Gods, I have asked? But I play smart. 
“Maybe you have some on notecard?” 
Later, I may let the text run through the 


‘the day, | shall offer her 
ner over a little gift. 
1 my time zone. 


machine and decipher the source. Time 
runs smoothly ... 


Before she has to log for the day, I 
shall offer her friendship and hand her 
over a little gift. Sadly, she is not in my 
time zone. What a pity. A month later, 
she will have adapted her online time 
fitting to mine, and I will buy a fine 
necklace made by Belle Roussel, the 
best brand, original cut diamond. You 
expect, I again mention, that it will 
cost me a fortune. Will not. Belle is a 
good friend. She will give it mod, trans 
to me “for my good friend,” she will 
say. So I can add a script. Not a chat 


logger, I am no asshole, just “for the 
leash” it will be. I may call it resizer. 


To be a good character, a fine player 
does not mean that I am an open book. 
There are so many possibilities for a 
good scripter. There is no security in 
the LSL language at all. Why shall 
there be? It is made for virtual. Only I, 
when I am close to her, in a distance of 
20 meter, will have access and I will 
ask before I do any things with her if 
she grants it. But that’s a future, a 
dream, still unwritten. We are now in 
the present. We still dance; our first 
“Goodbye” is close, the last song just 
begun. 


I say, “I have a little gift for you. It is 
not much. It will nicely match your 
gown,” and I add, “A light welcome 
gift to wear.’ She is happy. She 
accepts. I say, “It is ready to be worn 
right now.” She does and ... she 
screams! For a moment I see her 
wearing it, the little silver star on a 
cord, looking so great around her neck 
- but her hair is gone! I look at a bald 
head. There is not even a minimal 
texture, no hair painting as many men 
have, just the plain brown color. The 
Lady is gone! She is gone! TPed off 
and logged. Out, out, Off, she is. I am 
fainting. How can this be? Linden Lab 
has increased the number of 
attachment points. No longer the 
restriction that all started with in 2003 
with 30 objects on a body to apply. We 


are in 2016, and you can add unlimited 
attachments to keep them worn on 
your body. 


One month later, we will both laugh 
“on the good memory of our first day” 
as she clicked “wear” on the gift and 
not “add,” so instead of the already 
worn hair the gift was attached taking 
off the hair at this holder point. She 
was forced to log, as she was so 
embarrassed on losing the hair that the 
stamped with her feet on the floor. Her 
dog jumped up fell over a cable and 
the internet dropped. 


HOURGLASS 


I am a student of the arts. I always 
wanted a job where I can work with 
my hands, but the light way, the dream 
way, the artistic way. Now I shall sit at 
a computer and learn Photoshop. “The 
new age of teaching art” it is called. 
Have you ever seen such a weird 
program? Even if you never in your 
life needed glasses before, you need 
them now. The buttons so tiny, the 
menus with letters in small size, but 
don’t increase the size - - then you 
have nothing left on the screen to draw. 
I stopped counting after 100 items — 
and all of them, I as a teacher shall 
know? What a relief that a course “I in 
3D” is offered by someone who is 
exactly sharing my thoughts: Art has to 
be minimal. “An easy go in virtual 
worlds” is promised. I took the class. I 


got a readymade avatar by the lecturer, 
a prefab avi, it is called. We all in the 
seminar, who are becoming soon art 
teachers, look the same, meaning all 
men and all women look their prefab 
ways. We shall concentrate on the 
walls, the gallery to bring artworks into 
the walkable virtual environment. It 
runs great. Soon the gallery has all 
that’s needed; the scanned works we 
made uploaded, framed and _ nicely 
placed. I have my own section; each 
student got a nice one. I must say my 
works, with the light reflections from 
the water, look stunning. I have an 
open space to a waterfront and the 
beach. I am asked if I want to set my 
works “on sale.” I can make money out 
of it, selling copies! Not much money, 
but it is not all money that counts. I 
know it from gambling at home with 
my brothers when we play cards. We 
play with pocket money, “for the 
drinks,” but what a hell of a feeling it 
is to win ... just five dollar in a night. 


I add my real agenda, my name, a nice 
picture of me and a notecard I call my 
“bio.” People coming, logging in all 
over the world shall see that I am a real 
artist. I reshape my avatar the way I 
look “in real.” A little trimming as I am 
curvy, just a little. I want to be 
recognized “as I am.” I buy shoes and 
clothes and what a fine artist thinks 1s 
needed, and red hair. Yes, red hair has 
always been my dream. Maybe on a 
school teacher, it doesn't go well, but 


here in this world, I risk it. 


I look around. Weeks have passed. 
Others of my class went also “into 
sales.” They got a bunch of new 
friends all over the world and their 
business runs much better than mine. I 
can’t believe. Their work, sorry to say, 
is quite shit, but shit sells, obviously, I 
thought, until, yes, until I met Art Blue. 


speak bluntly. I said, “You mean my 
body needs to move into sales?” I 
don’t know why I said this shit, but 
chat is chat and meaning comes later. I 
had it already typed. Art Blue said just 
two words “hourglass sales.” And now 
I look like an hourglass, changed my 
name, faked my bio, and my art sales 
shot through the roof. 


“Why are you looking so damned outdated with 
your white hair? None will recognize that you might 
point to Rutger Hauer in Blade Runner.” 


He was recommended by the teacher 
“Have a talk with him. Your work is so 
promising.” He came and I was 
wondering “This ugly guy is Art 
Blue?” He looks like next step he falls 
in a grave, in “his” grave. He has even 
no AO, no nice sexy walk, just the old 
standard moves like at the first days 
ever. He stands like a statue in front of 
my works, but what he says, I must 
admit, makes sense. I asked him, “Why 
you have no Animation Overrider?” I 
did not want to say what I thought 
“Why you are looking so dammed 
outdated with your white hair? None 
will recognize that you might point to 
Rutger Hauer in Blade Runner.’ He 
said “I am not in sales” and then he 
made a pause, “... but you are.” This 
hit me like a paddle on my ass, if I may 


onsuela Hypatia Caldwell 


It's not sex. 


It's luscious lines dripping from lips, 
losing their grip on fleshy origins, 

as they hurtle through space in search, 
of a liquid collision with destiny. 


But it's not sex. 


It's a smooth butter cream skin, in the rhythm 
of our rise and fall, 

of respiration's quickened response, 

with flesh induced heat, 

lighting up eyes gazing into one another. 


But it's not sex. 


It's spooning, forking, 

entangled limbs getting in the way 

and getting lost in sensation; 

getting lost in the sensual promise of a puppy pile. 


But it's not sex. 


It's my breast pressed against yours. 
With smooth cheeks greeting each other, 
in the heartbeat's metered existence, 

that amplifies our connections, 

as we move through each other, 

into an Oxytocin induced euphoria. 


But it's not sex. 


It's the consequence of uninhibited minds and bodies 
joining each other, in a room full of loving, affectionate presence. 


Nine Toes 


cc ood afternoon, Mr Parsons,” 
(5 said the voice on the other end 
of the telephone. It wasn’t really 
afternoon; that was more, to Charlie 
Parsons, a time between one pm and 


six pm. After that it was more dinner 
hour, and evening, and then night. 


Charlie didn’t recognize the voice, and 
the timer for the frozen ham and 
pineapple pizza in the oven was about 
to sound an alarm, but he’d been raised 
to be moderately polite, so he accepted 
the “good afternoon” and then said he 
had no time to chat as his dinner was 
ready and he was hungry. 


“Oh!” said the woman’s voice. “Then 
I'll be brief. You did not renew your 
subscription to Ice Fishers’ Digest, and 
I’m simply calling to rectify the 
situation by putting the new 
subscription on your credit card.” 


“Thanks, but ’'m not renewing. Good- 
bye, now!” said Charlie Parsons, and 
almost had the phone back in its little 
cradle when the woman screamed. 


“Hello?” he said, bringing the 
instrument up to his ear again. 


The oven timer dinged. 


“I’m sorry, Mr Parsons,” said the 
woman, out of breath. “I didn’t mean 
to startle you. But you see, the 
upcoming issue of Ice Fishers’ Digest 


has an article about celebrity ice 
fishing. Did you know that Amal 
Clooney sits for hours on end 1n an ice- 
fishing cabin, for fun?” 


‘Seriously? Good-bye.” 


“Wait!” That scream again. 


“If you don’t renew, I lose my job. I’m 
already living out of my car, with my 
seven year old daughter Amelia, who 
has ADD and no medication. I’m 
saving up to buy a tent. Please Mr 
Parsons! And, did you know that the 
kind of line you use affects the weight 
of the fish you catch? Little known tip, 


but amazing.” 
“T’m sorry about your daughter, but—” 


“I know where you live. I know where 
you work. Don’t make me 
come after you,” said the 
voice, now almost a 
whisper. “Plus, 
international ice fishing 
laws vary. Did you know 
you could inadvertently 
end up behind bars when 
visiting Finland?” 


“T don’t ice-fish. I never 
got the damn magazine. 
I’m not interested. I only 
have nine toes and don’t 
want to ice-fish.” 


“There is a coupon in the 
February issue of Ice 
Fishers’ Digest for two 
dollars off all HeatMe! 
sport socks. Anyway, 
many psychologists say fishing 
provides great mental health benefits, 
and I don’t need to tell you about the 
role of Omega fats in a healthy diet.” 


“No, _, 


“Have you ever been impotent, Mr 
Parsons? Stress and a poor diet could 
be the culprits. You need to ice-fish. 
You need it.” 


“Thanks but—‘* 


“My daughter is really almost twenty, 
and very, very attractive. How would 
you like to meet her for dinner 
tomorrow night? My treat?” 


“No, I mean the ADD thing...” 


“Your impotency is more of a problem 
than my daughter’s ADD,” said the 
woman. 


Charlie Parsons had been looking out 
the window to a lime tree, whose 
brilliant yellow leaves were just 
starting to bud. He didn’t notice the 
smoke, and when the alarm set off he 
was Startled and dropped the phone on 
the floor. 

“Mr Parsons!” the voice screamed. 
“Mr Parsons!” 


Charlie turned off the oven, opened all 
the windows and doors, and held a 
pillow to the smoke alarm until the 
shrill buzzing stopped. He left the 
phone on the tile floor, grabbed his 
leather jacket, and made his way to 
Piece o’ Pizza, as he felt his mental and 
physical health depended on a fresh 
ham and pineapple pizza, perhaps 
accompanied by a leafy green salad. 
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Spent... but we// spent. 


That was my feeling as the curtain fell on the recent premiere of TerpsiCorps 
ARTWerks’ production of Bitch Slap, a loosely interpreted show based on the 
themes from the movie Sucker Punch. While that same feeling occasionally floods 
over me after a show opens in the physical world, it’s very rare. The reason? 
Believe it or not, in many ways mounting a production on the grid is even more 
challenging and even more exhausting than opening a show in real life — especially 
when you’re chartering unfamiliar territory. 


While Bitch Slap was not entirely groundbreaking in its approach, it was still fairly 
unusual. It marked a departure from what is typically produced on the grid, where 
most dance performances consist of a group of individual acts laced together into a 


‘variety show’ format. At times the shows are themed (when a producer selects an 
overarching theme and asks the performers to choose a piece of music and develop 
their individual acts based on that theme) but those productions seldom (if ever) 
follow a character or a group of characters through a series of scenes in a format 
resembling what we might recognize as a play, an opera or a ballet in real life. 


There have also been a number of “recreations” of standard theatrical repertoire 
presented on the grid, but, to my knowledge, they have almost always been an 
individual effort. For instance, earlier this year, I attended an interpretation of a 
famous musical that condensed and followed the storyline from beginning to end. 
The show had been condensed and choreographed by a single individual to fit 


within an hour-long format and 
followed a prescribed plot — much like 
producing a standard repertoire piece of 
work in real life. That’s an admirable 
achievement. In fact, it constitutes 95% 
of what I do in real life on a daily basis. 
I cast a pre-written show with a cast of 
players that follows an author’s 
roadmap from beginning to end. 


The show began life as a concept piece 
and as the brainchild of TerpsiCorps 
ARTWerks’ Artistic Director, Chrissy 
Rhiano. It was to be loosely based on 
the themes and characters of the movie 
Sucker Punch — a film that was 
unknown to me prior to the beginning 
of the project. It began life as a rough 
theme, with a potential soundtrack of 
more than two dozen songs by female 
artists — mostly covers of standard 
contemporary rock tunes. The cast was 
encouraged to watch the film, listen to 
the potential soundtrack and to suggest 
additional music that might lend itself 
to the theme — songs that they, 
themselves, might like to incorporate 
into the show. The premise was simple 
and situational; a group of young 
women that find themselves in an 
asylum with a single goal in mind — 
escape. 


Our artists were asked to build their 
own scenes, develop their own fantasy 
adventures (given the established 
framework) and to choose a character, a 
song and an item to retrieve to aid the 
group in their escape — to work 
collaboratively and to work in teams; 
involving other members of the group in 
their projects whenever possible. The 
result was structured improvisation, of 
sorts. We set an opening number to 
establish the mood, the setting, the 
theme, and the characters — and we set a 
number to close the show. In the 


middle, we made sure we had a piece 
that involved all the characters in a 
group adventure. and then we worked 
to flesh out the first and second halves 
with incredibly imaginative acts 
created by the gifted members of the 
troupe. 


Remember here that when I say “we” I 
refer to Chrissy’s vision and the vision 
of her fellow artists; LiLAngels, Zahra 
Ethaniel, Exhi Nirvana, Queenie 
Acacia, and Jess and Darling Lawton. 


Honestly,.in the becinmims 71 
floundered a bit. I think we all had a 
bit of trouble grasping the creative 
concept of a type of show that we had 
really never done before. It took a 
while for us to collectively wrap our 
arms around the project. We were all 
drawn to the subject matter and to the 
vision, but I’m not sure I had a plan 
for how to get from the drafting table 
to the stage. What evolved over the 
course of the developmental stages of 
the project will become a blueprint for 
future TerpsiCorps ARTWerks 


endeavors. I think it suits our organizational structure (more about that later) and 
points to the future of our artistic endeavors on the grid. 


I’ve never experienced a process quite like the creative process that birthed Bitch 
Slap. For those of you that understand the nuances and complexity of American 
jazz, the closest I’ve ever been to this type of creative experience was as a member 
of a small instrumental ensemble early in my career; and the form that most 
resembles the process is a “head chart” in jazz. I think you’ll recognize the 
similarities in processes when you consider this definition of “head chart’ from the 
online OnMusic dictionary. 


Head Chart 
[English] 


A slang expression, primarily in jazz, that refers to a performance of a composition 
where there is either no written music (performed from memory or from their 


"heads") or where the performers use a 

fake book to provide the written melody 
and chord progression. The performers 
will then improvise the melody and 
harmony. The vast majority of songs 
performed this way are in the basic 
song form (A-A-B-A) where the A 
section is referred to as the head and 
the B section is referred to as the 
bridge. 


The form is so specific to American 
Jazz, and so deeply buried in my past, 
chat wl didnt ieven tecoumie. the 
similarities in the two processes while 
we were in the middle of the project. It 
is only now, in retrospect, that I’ve 
made the connection. 


Like it’s cousin in jazz, the Bitch Slap 
process provided each individual artist 


an opportunity to improvise and creatively express themself within the loose 
confines of an overarching skeletal framework. The notion of escape from the 
asylum became the “written melody” for the work. The musical soundtrack, with 
songs selected by our individual artists and filler songs from that original list of two 
dozen songs, became the chord progressions. From there, our artists supplied the 
improvisational melodies and harmonies in their beautifully crafted adventures. 


I reiterate. . . the process was not particularly easy. We went though fits and starts 
with the production. IIness, fatigue, scheduling conflict, family obligations — all 
took their toll on our intended timeline. The collaborative and improvisational 
nature of Bitch Slap was foreign to a number of our artists and to me. In hindsight, 
it seems the most natural and organic way to create a story, but in the beginning, 
even I wrestled with the concept, the structure and the uncertainty of a creative 


process that was not contained within the confines of a traditional art form. And yet, 
when the curtain fell after that first performance, I realized that we had worked our 
way through a process that defined a type of creativity we will endeavor to replicate 
and perfect in future productions and performances. We had stumbled upon a 
System. 


If you’ve been a reader of rez Magazine for a while, you already know that 
TerpsiCorps ARTWerks began life in a much different way than most arts 
organizations on the grid. Because of my background in nonprofit management in 
the U.S., we began with a board of directors, an artistic director and a chief 
executive officer. That early structure carries over into the way we run the 
organization today. The institution is meant to be democratic in nature, and I think 
that continues in our performances and in the way we conceptualize future 
productions. We do our very best to work collaboratively whenever possible. 


From the very beginning, we knew we were not interested in replicating 
what was already on the grid. 


The virtual world was and is full of reputable dance troupes that do an outstanding 
job presenting a weekly or semi-weekly review. We knew from the start that we 
wanted to be nurturing of artists and artistry, collaborative in nature and to be good 
storytellers. Developing and telling stories takes time and patience, though. The 
type of shows we now hope to produce simply cannot be mounted on a weekly 
basis. It’s impossible to do the kind of in-depth work that we want to do in such a 
short amount of time. 


While we were working on bringing Bitch Slap to the stage, we were 
simultaneously doing our best to manage a Linden Endowment project on LEA 10 — 
an interpretation of Victorian London and Whitechapel during the time of the Jack 
the Ripper murders. The sim housed more than 50 visual artists from virtually every 
artistic discipline on the grid — something that, to my knowledge, has never been 
done on an LEA sim before. It premiered a new play based on the memoirs of Mark 
Twain, an evening of Penny Dreadful dance interpretations by our TerpsiCorps 
ARTists, and multiple readings of Victorian short stories. 


Without a doubt, the project helped to define what TerpsiCorps has become in the 
virtual world. The company has always had a firm foundation in nurturing artists 
and artistry on the web. Over the last six months, TerpsiCorps ARTWerks has 
become an arts incubator. It encourages new artists, supports and encourages the 
creation of new works, new ideas, new processes and new venues — not necessarily 
only for the benefit of TerpsiCorps ARTWerks. Creative work supported by the 
company can be seen not only on TerpsiCorps Isle, and on LEA 10, but throughout 
the virtual world. We have become, I think, good friends to artists and good 
stewards of the arts on the grid by contributing wherever and whenever we can. 


So... what’s next for TerpsiCorps ARTWerks? 


Well, when we first launched the LEA project, we were excited about a second shot 
at developing a sim wide project this June. We’ve subsequently realized the huge 
amount of time and effort that goes into building, managing and running an LEA 
project. We learned a great deal by doing LEA 10, and I’m tremendously grateful 
that Chrissy and I had an opportunity to meet and work with so many talented and 
gifted artists from outside the world of dance. The project was good for us. We 
melded as a team and I’ve learned to accept the fact that I can have a stake in the 
creation of something truly magical on the grid. I’m grateful for the opportunity and 
I’m sure we’ ll be back in the future, if the Linden Endowment will have us! 


Meanwhile, we want to take some time to build on a bit of momentum we’ve 
created through the LEA project, our weekly themed costume parties at The 
Asylum, our recently reintroduced pit shows run by Cordelia Cerise, and Bitch Slap. 
We will try to gather the troupe to for encore performances of Bitch Slap in July. 
Stay tuned for updates! 


After that, we’ll try to refine our “head chart” process by beginning work on our 
next major production. We’ve already selected the topic, a collection of songs, and a 
large group of inspirational photos. Like Bitch Slap, it will be based on a thought 
provoking movie — this time even more popular than Sucker Punch. 


TerpsiCorps ARTWerks continues to be a fascinating learning experience for me. 


I’m tremendously grateful for the artistic platform and to the scores of artists that 
devote countless hours and hundreds of dollars to their art in the virtual world. 
Every Saturday, I close with these words at the end of our weekly party at the 
Asylum... “Thank you for spending a portion of your evening with us. We hope you 
had as much fun as we did! Remember, .support art and artists in both worlds, 
wherever and whenever you can.” 


We take that to heart. We know (I know) you have lots and lots and lots and lots of 
options on how and where to spend your time. I’m grateful you spend time with us 
and we will do our very best, always, to be good stewards of our art, our people, and 
your investments of both time and lindens. 


We hope to see you soon. Until then... you have other art and other artists to 
support. Thank you for that! 


Strapped, lock clicked umbilical amplifier. 
Address fingerboard hello riff caress. 

Left hand clumps sign language incantation, 
secret gang handshake, muscles memory bunch, | y' 
right hand clutch, pick pinched and poised. 
Callous impressions of strings trigger, 
intoxicating cocktails of chemical pleasure 
burned unconscious in repetition countless. = 
Predictable, 'til some random principle | 
pool ball caroms possible alternates 
cascading showers pitches increasing 


until bucking chaos reined by head to end. 
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Fierce Blessings . Adrian 


Blair 


I used to have a Jerusalem radio 

but it only played the news 

and was dismantled at Balaclava anyway, 
its pieces scattered across the dead 

as amulets of another world. 


I used to have a Russian gyroscope and O it would make the crystal sing. 
Each spring the crows would come to hear the whine of something balancing. 
I used to have a black widow stethoscope. 


In June I would hold it against the linden tree 
ronounce its history. 


is the coin I kept for seven years, its faces changed from day to day, 
1 to mouth to a prison guard 
a cold steel key. 


a Dead Sea cane 
oot of the Bodhi Tree. 
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